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0-0 

Fondly angered by morning’s grief 
He shot upwards on the pretext of miracles 
To the sky’s climbing furnace of unmirth 
Lead shadows on the merry pasture. 

Slumbering in the tomb of unladdered stars 
This evening wakes to a dream of pheasants 
Twice a day calling crowned herds skyward 
In the berry-burned cycle of their years. 

Dare not rave, till morning claims the root 
Of fear’s wind flashing veins of nighthood. 

When each rude raid breathes quiet as thunder 
Her whisper blooms in the silence of scorpions. 

Future with a figure turned soul-inward 
Raid the present till it stabs 
Your heart with shouting tears 
Miracle of wishes in the common tide. 

When thoughts sting the clouds of songs unheard 
Light storms the windows of each railed cavern 
Against the loud rain of the sun-broken steeple. 
Through tortures of storms the sea breathes homeward. 
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Respectable Bill 

Sat in a square of nuns 

Watching the circus shot to hell. 

Till the moon killed him 
With its knives of denial 
and its smothering safe wind. 

Tomorrow and forever in the lonely sea 
He finds the twisted grave of the bent sun’s dying. 
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Locked in death’s rain he saw false swords of light 
Dissect his maimed face torturing unwrinkled skies 
Till in the vaulted night he sings beyond his dreams 
To the shore-torn eagle making Time his home. 

Bare and dying under the breast 
Of heaven’s dark wind 
He tricked the loneliness carved from Time 
Through the matrix of love’s frozen pastures 
He dared the rumors of fathomless light 
Whose rash of lightning cut the perilous skies. 

Fell my motion up your ladder 

Climbing, grave waters sting out eyes to dreams 

At last find the unwatered rhythm 

Your tears lie broken in the torch of shadows 

And love still sits in a circle of fire. 

Beyond the watered crest of the unscarred day 
Night burns in its rakes like the sea. 
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I climbed to the precipice of night 
Where they say that bright love is 
Only to find the cliff of terror 
And blood that lies on walls of fear. 

Will the flower spit in my face 
And send desire down a well 
From whose dull waters I saw 
His form creep into her brain? 

Was the tightness on her chest his hand or mine? 
My sweating heart, or his body peacefully flowing 
Over her like autumn leaves covering the brown bed 
of forests? 

What wish storked her brain through lifeless days? 

And yet, despite what is, or never was 
From the fire of her midnight eyes 
Flows all my life, all my dreams . . . 
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Dare I advance to her in warmth and joy 
Lest the death-ray of her works unhinge my heart 
And wring from the sockets tears of rage; 
Knowing that I cannot turn life’s first page 
I feel the sea of horror eclipse my world: 

Unborn, untried before the unrising sun. 
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Let in rain to future and untruth 

The world’s corpses lured 

To rage and unrage 

The torn eyes upon the mocked land 

Desires root 

Sending truth to the shower ... 

Upon the dead wind of the sea-stabbed day 

Tomorrow is the lonely corpse forever 
The mind caught in the lash of tired time 
Yet today’s truth shall drift free 
Like birth in summer’s rain 
Where the route to winter sped 
Towards time’s future spiral. 

When this day’s bleeding tide 
Over and above us in humble days 
Has calmed tomorrow’s fears to bloom 
In the cloud-climb of the song-showered sea 
The root of self unborn. 
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Rising in an infinity of wind 

An eye beyond the reach of time 

Is blood and lightning on the drum 

Till watered night shall call it home 

Among the silent vaults of the sea-stabbed shore 

To final peace. 
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Away from summer my heart breathes hope 
Into the channels of unjoy 
Makes the flesh rise to break the trap 
Of lonely midnight. 

Now my song seems like earth broken 

By fires of silent tears 

Falling before the open-but-locked gate 

Which guards love’s castle 

Where paradise sings in the groves of time. 

Shall I wait for tomorrow when 
Autumn opens its great loving heart 
And lets me enter? 
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Life’s flying rivers dammed 
By walls of fear, 

Whose halted currents breed in the mind’s swamp 
The sites of death when the bones are white ash 
Beyond the last sign, 

And the final heartbreak. 

A strange hour past this day in tears 

Waiting for the world to end 

To bring the promise of a coming voyage 

From here to Polaris and beyond 

New openings to strange houses, learning to love. 
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Because the rabbit jumped over the fence and ran away 
All is lost. . . 

Confronted by life’s unclimbed wall 
I fail even to gaze on its sun-showered pastures, 
Discover the road that leads to love, 

Or raise one finger from this groveling dust. 

Because the hen never laid an egg 
All is lost. . . 

I will not see beyond this dark back yard 
Locked in the city prison-house 
Nor can I cross from this far-fetched island 
The benevolent sea to that singing world. 

Crushed in the mocking light of a single failure 
Either a sheet without spots or a sheet in rags. 

Because I could not erase the spot from the wall 
I could not find the door to the first room 
The weight of tears in my brain 
Chained me to the strangling closet 
Fearing death to come 

White and alone I wait for the last fence to disappear 
For I am nowhere 

This straw crushed by the last evil footfall. 

Tomorrow my shadow talks at nothing 
And only shadows move in the white room. 
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I wait for the sun to speak 
At the bright unseen end 
Of my unheralded pathway 
Leading beyond this world. 

From the muddle that is life’s unbeginning 
Never once turning the facet of love 
Whose waters I see flowing in more than a promise 
But rising like eagles in a shower of fulfillment. 

Will she come before 

Death’s curtain shatters my veins 

And my bones die in the earth’s twilight? 

Down this green path I walked for ages 
Hoping that one gate at least would open. 

Still the chains of fear stalk my heart. 

After the search in the mind’s forest has ended 
For the source of seeds bearing fear’s branchless trees 
Then I shall know earth’s door starts to open 
Letting in the morning of love. 

On some forgotten corner of the future 
Upon the tombstone of my fear 
I welcome her. 
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Sitting between green leaves of brick 
And prairies of asphalt 
I watched the wind draw shadows 
On the corners of manured buildings. 

Climbing into sunlight 
Beyond dreams 

The sea uplifted in the sudden death of stars 
This time courting all cities together 
Until unwilling to fall on the locked land 
His flame covers the fear-stabbed sky. 

Finding that dreams 

Are born unheard 

Unspoken in the far-ladened wind 

The lantern bloomed in the centered brain 

Before the bursting grain can nestle in the air 

Or on arid streets by the sinless spark of wind 

Before the target is still 

And the dark rain falls in our dreams. 
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I cannot serve two gods 

For only one can redirect this stream 

Or else I shall never run 

In the land of the undying sun. 

Nor climb the fear-stabbed wall 
Between my body and the girl 
Whose red skirt waves 
In the breeze of paradise. 
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The ocean dreams that the land is his 
Till tendrils of desire rise to embrace 
The morning’s sacred rivers 
Gravel-speared by autumn’s sleeping rains. 

Today he must wish his tides would destroy all men 
Ravish the world’s virgin deltas 
Flood its cities with burning death . . . 

At last nothing is found of the life-giving land 
Only the sun haunts the unawakened sky 
And the dark tide recedes leaving deserts. 
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On the attic stairs I ran away 
From her who came loving, hoping, 
Have been running ever since 
Thru the unlighted streets of die world. 
The quiet sometimes grief-leaping rage 
Is die mist of all days. 

Only shadows talk 

And lights are tunneled down, 

Made still with die tury of ages. 
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Mad 

Went out the window 
Sad 

Strayed in the bare room 
Brag 

On the foothills of imagined love 
Real life only 

There are lonely streets and dust-filled rooms 

Image of what was and never found again 

Since the day the lights went out 

Downhill road of dreams decayed 

Like dust that bloomed in desert wind 

Is the drumbeat of my heart 

Swinging at nothing 

But the droughts rise and fall 

Marking the lover. 
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Till all our dreams had pictured 
Death radiant 

In the vortex of the unearned sky 
Whose soul is planted in the injured air. 

The salt beneath the shadow of the sun 

Tomorrow’s wish had captured the dark tide 

Of the unspoken sky and the worded corpse 

That dead spires of the sea erotic 

All systems working together 

In the crystal of the quiet sea 

Broken the rush of the air dead with wishes 

Today’s voice bursting on the courted bone had killed 

The world’s bright sun descending to the tomb. 
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Resident the thought that plays a rover 
In watered night through the fire-fringe of dreams 
Manifest the flesh that lies unbroken 
Whose corpse is laid upon owl-lighted seas 

The wind that haunts the day is stacked and funneled 
In lighted paths upon the distant land 
Upon the froth of dreams the island charted 
A brood of death within the churning sky 

I watch for love to pace its sealed hours 
Within the reach of fortitude and mirth 
And charm the dream that is a cloud brought forth 
To burn the broken rhythm of the day 

The cloud of stars that froze the onioned night 
Had coasted through the vacuum of those hours 
And mended streams within the sacred birth 
Tomorrow’s hope unfathomed past the world. 
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When each day erupts 
Beginning all things 

Mastering the root of the heaven-spired dream 
Till Time’s burning shadow dies 
Thirsting in the limbs of day. 

Tomorrow is the world without stars 
A past watered by silent tears 
In the basin of love. I heard them sing 
A song — rivered beyond fires, dreams. 

The raiding past inquires of the stone 
Does the milk-root of the trees stand alone? 

When showers of the mind are breaking 
like lost trumpets on the lonely hills 
The heart’s shadow collapses on the branch 
Of fiery shadows locked in the thickened root 
Born is the green tunnel of our mind’s breath 
conquered. 

The summit of this hope — to come one evening home 
Finding the sweet tide of heaven at your door. 

Before this all steps are echoes of grave-stones 
And life is frozen on the path of nothingness. 
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Vanished light reeled 
In the steel love of towers, 

Advance, to the cloud-climb of the unwaiting sea; 
Birth’s burial lies locked and drowning. 

Frayed crust of the world’s fruit caught in seasons’ 
Sky unborn beyond showers of wind 
Through the twisted star of martial centuries 
Raging peace fully gathers its clawed waters 
Under some sun to unravel our dreams. 

Green thoughts unladdered in the prisoned lust 
Of mind’s myriad ungrave; secret 
Under the bird-filled canopy of drums 
Through every gracious day signaling the sun 
Begun — in time’s brief shower, 

The ending is forever. 
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Unhinged by skies’ fierce lushroot 

His prideful monument 

Womb-fed in the star-seasoned chamber 

Cursing love’s stirred grave, this world’s unpeace. 

Wooed in nighthood through a cloud of tears. 

Till planted under cobras 

Time’s sacred sun railed in the deep sky 

Sailing to wounds of death 

Veiled caravans in the train of peace 

Bird-watched in rain’s gravity 

Corpse of sudden centuries lured to deserts 

In the worlded tower the wind’s final dream 

Uprooted gulls of peace, paradise unremembered. 
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Our songs are never born 
Till the acid wind of summer 
Lights the stairway to the final sky 
In vaults beyond the motion of the day. 

In this world where paradise strikes like a dream 
Grown in stillness, tree-deep in the mirror of forever, 
Will the ship-curved wind breathe us home again 
When walled and quartered in a winning wave? 
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Each day of wind 

One more step turns down 

Towards the shadow of the crumbling sea. 

Abandon the singing days, gone forever. 

A fire in my stars 
Put out the eye 

In rage of night upon the lighted grove 
Kingdom blow me home ending the shock 
From each day of dreams 
Until peace is assailed in your first hour. 

Dead, the wind that roared within her brain 
Said the words that never once were said. 
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I will never remember 

The summer unwatered 

Or spring breaking from the flash of desire 

In silent chambers the doves of merriment 

Thundered in this day of clouds: 

A world’s unspoken drift 
Is Time’s involvement. 

Only when the storm speaks briefly 

On shadows of the sea’s wind 

Flacked in delirious waves 

Beyond this century’s birth 

The still wind sailing beyond grief 

Through the mist of fever in the still evening 

And love climbing stairs to the prayer’s roof. 

Tomorrow, count your world of April’d skies 

Whose clouds haunt the pathways of didactic wind 

High in the frozen-solid breath 

Man’s manic moon sails into your face 

Uprooting grief, finding 

Road’s opening to life’s dear treason 

Beyond this whimper of unlasting sea 

Death devoured. 
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Can’t be 

A rocking cross at midday 
A windshift crying in the shipshaped wind 
The pollution of eyes upon the crosswood. 

Shock root 

My dreams spill in unheavy 

Lonely streams in the flyroot of the precipice 

Down the last dreaming wave of shapeless fever. 

Blood in her time drying thought unlight 
Unshipped in the flag-flouted day 
In the climbing dream of the forest’s bleak starlight 
Beyond all clouds laid in the rhythm dark 
Break down the shadow of the unyielding sun. 

This road dying before time startled it 
From nothingness the winter’s crossing rage 
In the tomb of the world’s first starlight 
Bury the day when dreams demand 
The heaven-sent flame of time’s brief spiral. 
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Locked in the flood of the grave 
In the rained cycle of the silent wind 
The cloud under heaven lashing earth’s frail sea 
Ends and beginnings of the fabulous tide 

Is shouting in the brain’s dark caravan 
Of memory beyond home and time beyond reason 
The catcalls of the night-jarred room 
Rummaged in the filament of schemes 

Till death-spoken time unhinged by 
The rudder of forgiveness under rubble 
Waked in the noon-crack of sinless skies 
Devoured in the crouch of strayed heaven 

Beyond all signs the manic avalanche 
Waiting for winds to speak 
Rude heaven opened its veiled dream 
When blighted wood opened, stone closed 

Are you in the fortunate fires of laughter 
Lost in the wee heaven of the nighted world 
Or in the dead spiraling to mist beyond reason? 
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If the pampered wind lies in wait for summer 
In orgies of milkroot under the waiting day 
Escaping beyond bone and blood 
The sky’s unspoiled wind will light our trust, 

Heated time on the tressel of heaven. 

Unstirred by a dream of lighted phantoms 
In the wandering wave of the oblique sun 
Through the revolving day the photoned birth 
Of the moon-cycle spinning hope in the red centuries. 

Through this and grieving heaven 
Escaping die climax of revealed grief 
Down the last page of the unbroken pathway 
The night’s wailing wall in the unkept shadow. 

Took off beyond all things betraying 

The star-showered floors of the calmed pavement 

Lamenting all things in the tuneless cycle 

Of the breath beyond carnage and the roaring grace. 
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The leopard came into the world 

Came at half past one and left at midnight 

Lost in the eleven-hour city 

Picked up sticks at the railroad yards 

Swished his tail in the silence of lonely rooms 

Licked the kitten against the wrinkled wall 

Finding no break for the season’s evening ripening 

Into the trough of bludgeoned seas 

Finding in the waking dark the sun 

The leopard diamond-eyed at midnight 

Found his lost remorse between the open-eyed sea 

And the rails and trolleys of the dull freight-yard 

Among the pulleys of paradise he spied 

Among beggars and the screaming police 

The whisper and the whistler of the city’s bloom 

And then in the dark he expired like a bulb 

His flesh burned out against the dying wall of slums. 
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